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TIM grins at young Jimmy Mackenxie < 
the sot of "Masked Raiders," and gets a 
nice grin back. Notice Jimmy'* two guns. 




RODEO hands watch the contests in the READY to grab, at the badm... . 
arena, but Tim and Chito, standing near fire, is Chito Rafferty. The rifle may 
one of the chutes, have private business, go off, but tbe bullet won't hit anyone! 



v, 11.00. Emiu ton. 
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"Terror's Treasure/" 

on 
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CLOThESU\S, Hi$h ABOVE THE 
jr ■ wn 5T¥K" 

CAN'T 
TW£i?E 




F GOOM AT A Si^At-~ -tO'Ei. 
Vt £.\0 OF S'MStT'S MAIN 57&SET, CUFF PARKE? SMOOTHS 
VlHKLSP S"SSr OF nVKHM£W.„ 




HOM ON THE STREET, TW AW 
™C«/7D WATCH T*f PI56ffVHTi.ro 
BAD HATS WALK AVVAv INTO THE 

0AGKHE5S . . ^B^^ - ^~ 

■ i ^ ^ mow MAfBI 

no sense holding J we *« w 

EM. CHITO- THE Z TO EAT, NO ? 
CM9R6 TMEV 1 CMITO 0ON- 

| ATTACKED VAMOSeDj/ lAi.BZ 8US- 
TAMONTS 

piccEim its 

HIS SACK' 

BC*iE *oucminh 
-EE5 Belt Buckle: 
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Iff Tug wOlF-POO, TWWV0M, 
m PQOWSlS BfOff TMff OtACK- 

L/iva p%w knots in rue tbab* 

BANC* MOUSB F/ffgOLACg,_H/« 

her* caps iter. ASOOWL 

IN HIS THB0A7. 
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Hs TVM TTRvGGtfS *GA,h£T T*i POUND- 1 
FSTUHG 11 Wf «"tSZ, T»f IAD HATS LlAP [ 


^ wkS(K IS it HOMBBE ' 
IP YUH OONT ANi^i'S 

yoj an' iase MADS 
CIVWU FROM TWff 
NCMttST TXM^/ 


w 














B|i§|$P*5i 








J >'/^ 




j^pT tfj^y^Sw ' ^£jji 




%r\ 


•Z--*;,-' 






\*z\ v b1HLj^Y' u *— -- 




^ ^~ 


-< * 


>£^ ,--- 
















TIM HOLT 




■ vO rugs, wrx a fOKlFiJi, jfgK t*at 

AcWST •**>>$ TIMS HAHSf flfCrtl 
»/§ KO*S. THt STUMP CATC-eS ON A 

WMtiema *OCk—j 




-WSW- that bullet 

MUSTVf HLfflT WE M03t 

THAh i thouskt; i'm oiriy; 

'-« VWMO Ifl |W NSMfl 
BACK M.V F0in>f...90T TO 
3SA0 BOOCiTfAffY - 

*iT«Lf ; 




TIM HOLT 



ft" YOU ABE J DUIv? NO 1 
BE DEEZY, / WONDER I FE.T 

A* MWhWAKi! 
IM'S 15 !*■ DANGER 

CLWJ DAT AtffiNEO 

asovt: wrett 




l= TV/Tl? 4*p G.W, vP THESlOPSS 
Of OKVT MOUNTAM. BAB AHEAP 0* 

nfM, sntf&w me mouth oe rue 
ratAsutrt cAvs,Ane rue at/rums- 



fOS i' AllVC, TU£ OeOUNO Slvft.S 
AUD HitMPS B6NSATH THIS FUTt 
OAPiNC CffACMS IN Tug QQOVND OPtN, 
THEM Cl«i! •it.P-KS MFOftf TMf 
FyJTV d» NATVBt, TW AND CWTQ AW 
CUV Wff*«P OKM» 0» T*§ MPMI8 




f^:z Hft.CY.FSf MINUTES, VM CAN 0M.V CLING Tp OiffT A*£> WflT 
7WAT Hg AND HIS COMPANIONS WH.L NOT « $W£PT ifTO rut 
HAW QC TX£ QPtNINS CAffTV. AVO RNALLY TH£ QUAKt $V0$lX$... 




as it is. we 

CAN FREE THEM, 

16 THEM UP 
AND TAKE THEM 
rc TrtG NEAREST 




W""" ^f* HfSO/WfS TteO, TIM anootoanoc 

FINAUX STAND SPtLlSCVNO gMFOTt OCALS SNO — TVf LOST 

TggAfagf TWAIN OF TUt fflwgw CONOWSTAQOM, COR0NAPCJ 



WE'Sf FINiSXC: 0E1N l«W|»n«{« 
THE Q-JAKB STARTED- CUffGD ME Cw , 
-JFAS^flE-HUNTMV 

IANBNTI.Y.' .^B vi ^C 
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_MP fiffC*\ TEXAS AND ABIZOm, 0QA3SINQ ALONG K)» WgAB* wetKG AND MILBS OF TKAWtL, 
COM4 THE aOAD-BffANDCD TRAIL HMDS OF THE SOUTHWSST&N BANCMSS. 4CWWS SWOLLEN 

stye/re and thbcuoh MAOCmw oust snaswf, into mom TSBRiTcey... 

flW TVMS. V/HAJ BSCYi TO at »V1»? KtOWAS...OK COMANCHES...O* OSAQES...O* AB'PaiOS 
r *..f*U Win* ULULATING SCREAMS AND TWANStNG SOWS AN? BLASTINQ- ItlFLES ON The 
RIDERS NO MERCY IS SHOWN. THE FALSE INClANS WANT CATTLE, AND THEY TAKE THEM. 
WiQtVER STANDS IN THEIR PATH — DIMS ' 
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^kMswf miKtrtu OLiAams 

AT FOOT MATCH — 
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Mv THE fiJJLV HOUSS C= T-f VfXT M0tfW*C5, ™g WH'Tg 

m Mgr\— OAO *i V/A8-PAINTED KiOWA WAR/HObS, MO 



L ESS TVAV AH *i.VT LATtB, T»S P/fTM CAMf 

ffr mars from the pahads ghounps, 
QU'OONS FLAPPING « ™* BXlfZi W*iJ$ 
P0U5HSD, SAgxet CLANK'MS. the on. — 
OtATM TO Trie K/OWAS! 
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r Tuouair so: now that i*w closer, i 

CAN SEE THftT THOSE MEN ABFNT INDIANS 
- TMEYRE tV*/TT MfN MASQUERADE 
AS IHD-AHS! I THOUOHT TMflR WAR * 

WINT DlOM'T LOOK LIKE ANY WAR 
PAINT I'D tvfR SEEN; 



' vou AN >Ofl£ SWART 101 AS/ ] C 

VUH COULONT LCAVB WILL J ^ 

ENOUGH ALONE. VUH HAO TO ^\ i 

TJRN T»I CAVALRY CN *OLT- 1 »/ 
NOW «*-S SRiNOiN THEM / WffM 



TIM HOLT 




^f"e o*#cims *oovs§ c ™* aifSAr / r s*3U hots la» 

5taiu0n $maks rue ripyrw n?£?M / an ■ AWT [ 

*■«» «ttrv s i«« t"»s. ,. w a g/Knam, noma 9. i -5 -cc=e ci 
soet'vs iaer.„A£ t»* aw ccicxe*. \ coamzeo «s as t*e we 

(JC4r>?«A»V STANP Mt& MM... S^WUQ STOLE IT...A*' «O.T WAS 

S*A9T 6NCU0M T3 BEAL'ZE 
: PlGflfOfD -OUT AW THEM K10WA& 

wouio ee pe*o 'BOi/t now, 

ME *«• Twg gffvS WOULD HAVE 
THEM CATTLE ALL TO OURSELVES., 



council *'«s, a esfice «T 
I gmgga,. - 
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^dut of the greed and f 
that was the olo west, sounds 
the galloping hooves of a 
s»eat white stallow, anu on 

his BACK A GLOWING FIGURE — 
GVOSTLV, WEIRD, SPECTRAL / 
FROM THE THROATS O* 1 SOLD- 
GR66DV MEN, FROM THE RAW LIPS 
OF KILLERS ANP OUTLAWS — AC1?V 
O^ FEAR RISE^ ShOILlV/TMEV 
KNOW TH-S MAM/ THEV KNOW 



THE GHOST OF 
THE GHOST TOWN/ | 



WVA/EAWY 

P£ /MS IN 
AFTEffA HOT 
Wir ACROSS 
THE SUN- 
PQASTED 
?ANOS OTA 



■ 

■ 
. ■ 

BULLS r OFF 
A POCK'S 
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HUM/THEV'RE MIC3HTV 

s PERSISTENT /RECKON E'VE 

''STEPPED ON SOMEBODY'S TOES 

— OH MAVBE SOMEBOO/^ HOLED, 

UP WERE FROM THE LAW AND -*=■ 

KNOWS I'M A FEDERAL MARBMA.I / 
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_ TOTS THI/M0 ON THE DUSTY FLOOR / M*es# 
WtCfS SNA9L IN TeiuMPH. AND THEN - A 
SHOCKED 3JIENCE-BAVXEN ONLY 0Y A MAN'S 
SOB QFFgAW ? ,, 

-r -z 




ODD WHAT TRICKfe 

WAN'S 'WAWNATlON CAN 
DO TO HIM- WITH THE 
HELP OP SOME WlffPORS, 
■""' COSTUME AND My 




'I've seen miurctAry L, 

LIKE TMtS BEFORE . WMtnc ? 
... VJHV, O* 1 COURSE — I'M 

jusi bewnmns to ui 

, THE REASON WHY THCV 
WERE CHUCKING LEAD 
AT ME . THMV KNOW 
WHAT THIS STUFF 
13, TOO/ 
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Titt) CXXS L ATfP, /.V TME COW TOW* OF 
TMfif WL£, F&FTTY STBILA L*RS£N /S 
TAl/C/HC OF THAT SAMS &OST p-™- 



LASSEN, HUH? ANV 
RELATION TO OLD ED 
LAffSEN WHO USED TO 
OWN A HOTEL OVER '*' 
BLUE MESA, THE 
©HOST TOWN 





7/ ~ > BUT **« WILL— V APEMM.E, 

W <sJ=AUSE SHE OWWC 1T/V EASY.-". 



_J/V$£F# Afi,0 OMH£A/U> BY TH£ T»ff£f GtM-SUCHS, 

jrfXFi/*y**ortrsr#oMTttf ~— 

Or TAV AVTJFi. ... 



reckon it won't be e«v 
at it ceem3, «ents/i think 
the ghost Rider will be 

sa8havins bac* to thb 




Mat A//WT, AS TAieaeserTAioavJ&sfS OMW 
TH£ 6HOST TXXW OF 31UC MESA, T*f&£ PARK 
FORMS MPT ACROSS TH£ S/Z VeffFP STP£E T. . 




fURFF F//vGf*$ CfiOQK M/VP 
T/G#T£//0# TMPF£ 7WWWB0S. 
FRAMgO//V THFQUMS' V 

3/guts /s erect* lA&sefj- 
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%E GMasr 

tow*; am 

ri VMfjyM/LfS 
FHOm T£N 
__-_ TMB 
WAV'S LONG 
AND W07v 
TOWARD 

*iin&f r, 

tTMLLA LARStN 
ttottn rtjrovw 
*t/J7A*0 **$&, 
UmUASt THAT 
THE TH/me 

et/MSi/CMv 
nam mow 
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The 



MULE 

And The 

TRAIN 

IT WAS spring in the year 1828. All along 
the Santa Fe trail the wagons creaked and 
rolled, chained casks swinging under the 
jangling tail-gates, the whips of the bearded 
driven snapping, the oxen ploughing ahead 
across the dun wastes of southwestern Kan- 
sas. Part of a continent was on the march, 
sunlight glinting on the long rifles of the 
buckskin-clad trappers, and on the pistols in 
the holsters of the drivers. 

Jeb Norwood stood in a clump of mesquite. 
fighting back the tears Behind him was a 
charred cabin and three graves that he had 
dug himself. Paw was back there, and Maw, 
and little Cissie. He had hurried them, with 
his Paw's shovel, and now he was alone — 
twelve years old, with only a gun and Paw's 
lop-eared mule. Temper, to call his own. 

"Mebbe they'll give me a place with 'em." 
he muttered to the big grey mule, staring at 
the oncoming wagons. "I can h'ist water an' 
chop wood. Mebbe even I could get 'em some 
meat, if they'd give me some powder." 

He was ragged and dirty, but there were 
muscles under his tanned skin, and his eyes 
were grey and direct. He walked like an In* 
dian, with back straight and his long legs 
ben I and sliding. The rifle hung, muzzle down- 
ward, over his arm. 

A bearded driver saw him first and sent a 
stream of brown tobacco spraying beyond the 
rounded rump of his off wheel ox He jerked 
a thumb back over his shoulder at the boy's 
question. 

"The wagon boss Is five teams back, son," 
said the driver. "If'n he lets yuh stay with us, 
yuh kin sit up here with me. Cits plumb lone- 
some with only these dumb oxen to palaver 
with!" 

The wagon boss was a lean man, big in the 
shoulders, with long yellow hair and blue 
eyes. He wore two pistols strapped around his 
middle, with a Green River hunting knife in 
a bead -dec orated sheath, Jeb heard the men 
address him as Charley, His face was grave 



as Jeb told what had liapp 

"Of course, son. We'll be 
Especially since yuh own a 

One or two of the men 1< 
others seemed indifferent. Bi 
the tall, lean man meant. H 
then asked, "I could stand s 
ball. Paw shot most of his awa 
Injuns." 

A bearded man with a frees 
on his cheek grunted derisively. 
it out on the sand. Charley! W 
young 'un like him- know 'bo 
gun?" 

Jeb felt the red flush tinge his t 
he drew himself up stiffly. "I got , 
Comauches yestiddy. Only had two t. 

Charley laughed softly. He said, "Alt rig, 
boy. You find yoreself a wagon to latch onto. 
an" see me tomorrow." 

Jeb found his driver friend and lashed the 
lead-string of the mute to a tailgate chain. 
Then he swung up onto the big broad seat of 
the Dearborn betide the tobacco-chawing 
teamster. The man nodded at him, and grinned. 
"Clad to see that wall-eyed mule o' yourn, 
youngster. These new-fangled oxen can pull 
a loaded wagon, but when it comes to — " 

The driver shook his head and tet his word! 
trail off. From him, Jeb learned that this was 
one of a Bent. St. Vrain Company caravan, 
bound lor Santa Fe. lis great vans and wagons 
were Iraded with silks and metalware, guns 
and powder, glassware and silver. Every eye 
was nn the lookout for Comanche* of Kiowa*, 
for they raided the wagons for its eabafUdt, 
or horse herd. 

"Seems they take a fancy to them knives 
we're packin*. too,** growled the driver, whose 
name was Brad. "An'beads, an' colored elothii 
Huh! Reckon they'd plumb take everything 
that ain't nailed down tight!!!" . 

At night, young Jeb slept behind the thai- 
low tail-gate, his small body packed into the 
narrow space under some bolts of silk. He 
would stare up at the stars and blink nil eyes 
hard, remembering his mother's soft voice, 
and his father's hearty shout, and the happy 
laughter of his little sister. 

And then, four nights after Jeb Norwood 
joined the caravan, he froze to silent immo- 
bility, as voices floated out of the night air 
near the rail-gate of Brad's wagon, where ha 
lay stretched out. 

"I tell ye, the time Is now," said an excited 
voice. "They've come so far toward Sante Fe, 
they bean't thinkin' on Injuns no more 1 Why, 
man alive I There bean't no more guards posted 
oE nights. Charley Bent is sleepin* right now, 
'stead of worryin" 'bout any redskins t" 

Jeb remembered that hoarse voice. His. 
memory called up a bearded face marked with 
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ar on the cheek. It wan (he 

:ed him about shooting hit 

voice joined his. "But are 

anches will split with us?" 

rom the scarrcd-fiut nun. 

hem brads an' cheap knivea, 

. What use they got (or sil- 

Can they use gold candle 

. the loot of this ritli wagon 

we do this right !" 

ed off, their voices fading. Jch 

•it. shaking with excitement, 

peered over the side ot th* 

g the canvas hood. Then he 

i tail-gate, lowered it. and dropped 

,>und. He ran swiftly .is hi* legs could 

i Charley Bent's wagon. 

tall, lean man was sitting with hia 

« propped lo a big wheel, smoking his. last 

♦p* for the night. He looked up cm 

jeb. then grew ominously silent as jeb talked. 

"So," emiUd Bent coldly. "Blatkie Logan 

figures to side th' Injun* ag'in us, does he? 

Young un. yuh did right to come lo mtv How's 

that mule o' ycur'n?" 

Jib grinned. "Gettin' Cat m' aaaay, toafin* 
along behind thatjwagon." 

Bent laughed. I'm givin' yuh a saddle. Put 
ft on him. Tjkc him ndiu' out in front of the 
train from now on. Yuh savvy?" 

His heart thudding excitedly. Jeb nodded. 
The big man •.looped and lifted a small par 
felche bag. "There's powder an' ball in here 
for yoie rifle I'll be keepin an eye on yuh. 
son." Jeb grinned faintly, and his hand closed 
lightly over the beaded parfelche bag. Hia 
heart thumped excitedly, It was a good feel- 
ing to be needed, Jeb thought. 

He walked la Brad's wagon and unhitched 
ihe rope hacknmorc that was tied to the end- 
gate. Leading Trmper. Jeb walked through 
the starlight between the clumps of iptol am 
ocotillo His rifle hung, btrrtl downward. 
across an arm. His young eyes learchtd rtn. 




mile or i*u behind him. the hig vans ware 
rumbling. And he. Jeb. was being trusted to 
be lookout fur all that wealth back there! A 
proud tingle went through hia veins — 

Then Temper lifted his head and brayed! 

jeb froac in his tracks He had heard Tem- 
per bray like that before! It had been when 
the redskins were shooting at his Maw and 
Paw— 

Jeb lifted hia gun and filed three times, 
quickly, as fast as he could trigger his rifle. 
Three shots in r»;m! succession was the warn- 
ing of jhe plains. Now the wagon train moving 
slowly behind him * mile or more away would 
know th.ii (here were Kiowas and Comanche* 
somewhere up ahead The oxen would begin 
their slow swing, the huge wagons would 
sway is they were drawn into a tight circlet 

Bent had known, as Jeb had. that a smart 
mute like Temper was worth hia weight in 
gold toa wagon train. There wasaom. |i 
in mule* that mid* them smell out ln|uns 
from miles away. That was why Bent had tent 
young Jeb out ahead to ride point— 

Jeb choked. A feathered warbonnet rose up 
against the red horizon He could see the bear- 
claw necklace, the metal armlet. A warpaint *d 
face opened a wide mouth that thrilled a war- 
cry. An attow thudded into the dust some 
feet beyond Jeb. 

Jeb raised his gun and fired He saw th* 
Indian slip back over the rump of his pony 
and drop lifeless to the ground Jeb grinned. 
"Hi! Mcbbe iiow lhat man with the scar 
wouldn't laugh at th' idea of me an' my rifle!" 

There were other Indians now. racing to- 
ward young Jeb. He jumped on Temper and 
turned him, kicking his libs with drumming 
heels, "Oil a mov* on, thar. Temper 1 We got 
to beat them Injuns back to the wagons !" 

Jeb turned on the mult and fired his rite, 
again and again One* he saw a white man 
riding imong the Indian-, throw up h 

aph in th* ground. "Serves him right, 
ih' yjller turncoat,' Jeb growled. 

Now the wagon t were in Iron! 61 him, th» 
prairie wind bellying their big canvas cover. 
nigs Sunlight glistened or long rifle barrels 
poked out from behind wagonwheels and tail* 
gates. Jeb could see Charley Bent standing 
with his sixguns in his.hands. Bent shouted. 
"Yuh're there, young 'un! Mebbe yuh'd better 
turn in — see if yuh tan get some shuteye 
while we drive off them varmints.'' 

But Jeb shook his head and, hia eyes were 

shining. "No sir. Reckon I ain't sleepy y»i I 

■ed nr.r or two of those redskins. They 

finished oh my Paw. I'll want to settle with 

And with head held high Jeb walked on to 
find a battle station, knowing that wherever 
his Paw was he would be looking at him. 
prnud of him. . . . 

THE END 
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^BLt of rug clouob they cam*, these arm. *aro «en 

^^W*0 ROOS WX A 9UN >N OW HAHO AftO A <r*etPBO*H 

cue* hooking the ri/tggtn or the or*** but, ?k> *rzt 
r*em 9u.uts killip. ano thbi* horses iff""* tracks 

—UP 70 A OffTTAIN POINT...! «W*» T>#* ON, IT MS AS # V* 

snusaw mottt* a*u.0PtD o*w 

THE OCT Of THE EAST*. 70 
S3VE fflSWJT, CLOLO-MlfTV 
QASCH HOVSE *.-«* 7MfV 

Kt/T 7JA1 HOLT 
tMQ HIS PRAWE-LAHD MffCt 
O«T0, TAH3LED WITH ThMSf 
WMlRO C*L«O0TS, 4WWW- 
ASED TO ftNO THE ASSWIR 
TV THE STRAPS RIOOLE OF.. 



'SjnffiklersV 
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une TOmsms mj*r 




F?*- 1 * a » y S iATEff, TWIG WA8&A3S 
-\ CBAMMSP tVT* FOOD 7h£:H &G CAH- 
T Efvs RUJ0 iWffl swing WMW?.TM1 
AM)OilT9«AUaPHTI}imWeKf HU. 

':ve oiven out that ^S/* : *v ^ 

THOSE &WLH00TS MI5MD \ MOT so 

ANOTHER TMIBTV TM3US*N£y 60RI t 

-5*lD IT WA4 IN Mr -^ AM *5 

EF* BOOT.- I'ffiOCN 1 ■vtPPV 

-AT OwO*T T3 ^frO'j ABOUT T*« 
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DQWl THESE, 0*lTD. r T E6S HO WONDER 
TH«T OLD CLIFF J ING THpr THtfM 

dwelled rawace.'/ to be fsom 
thesis 5*0*6 . cusujs.' ho 

COMING FROM A \ Out But HUMAN 
CHIMNEY— AV0 AN \ FLV LIKE YOU 
WTLAW WALX'Nfl 
AlC.SG THE LSDGS ' / F»4Q\HG THEM? 
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lt your favorite 



new *tand/K^T 



